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expedition sent out by our government. It was said that the
expedition, owing to difficulties, had not thoroughly ex-
plored a part of the country lying about the headwaters,
some four thousand miles from the m6uth of the river. It
was only about fifteen hundred miles from Cincinnati to
New Orleans, where I could doubtless get a ship. I had
thirty dollars left; I would go and complete the exploration
of the Amazon. This was all the thought I gave to the sub-
ject. I never was great in matters of detail. I packed my
valise, and took passage on an ancient tub called the Paul
Jones, for New Orleans. For the sum of sixteen dollars I
had the scarred and tarnished splendors of "her" main
saloon principally to myself, for she was not a creature to
attract the eye of wiser travelers.

When we presently got under way and went poking
down the broad Ohio, I became a new being, and the sub-
ject of my own admiration. I was a traveler! A word nevei
had tasted so good in my mouth before. I had an exultanl
sense of being bound for mysterious lands and distani
climes which I never have felt in so uplifting a degree since
I was in such a glorified condition that all ignoble feeling;
departed out of me, and I was able to look down and pit]
the untraveled with a compassion that had hardly a trace oj
contempt in it. Still, when we stopped at villages and wood
yards, I could not help lolling carelessly upon the railing
of the boiler-deck to enjoy the envy of the country boys 01
the bank. If they did not seem to discover me, I presentl;
sneezed to attract their attention, or moved to a positioi
where they could not help seeing me. And as soon as
knew they saw me I gaped and stretched, and gave othe
signs of being mightily bored with traveling.

I kept my hat off all the time, and stayed where the win<
and sun could strike me, because I wanted to get the bronze,
and weather-beaten look of an old traveler. Before the sec